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Rockerfaction 


Author's Notes: 

This was inspired by the bootleg remix of the Stones \"Satisfaction\" and Fatboy Slim\'s \"Rockafeller Skank\". 
The track is available from most good vinyl retailers (under the alternative title \"Satisfaction Skank\"), eBay 
or any good P2P program. The CD it originally appeared on (\"The Best Bootlegs in the World Ever\") does seem 


to be available from some on-line retailers but is apparently now out of print. 


April 8th 2002 


He hadn't wanted a party. He hadn't wanted all the attention with a red carpet and flashbulbs blinding him. He 
hadn't wanted a roomful of people he didn't know dancing to music he didn't like. But he got it. 


Standing in a dark corner of the venue, Izzy tapped his fingers against a wine glass. It was filled with some 
fizzy, non-alcoholic drink that assaulted his nostrils every time he drank from it. Jumpy, bass heavy music 
pumped from huge stacks of speakers, making him cringe. Izzy's eyes scanned the room taking in the gaudy 
decorations, tables laden with food and a dance floor full of people drinking and dancing. He hadn't wanted a 


party but Slash had insisted. And did Slash ever like a party. Bastard lzzy spotted the curly haired guitarist 
bobbing around to the awful music that the DJ played. Izzy had suggested a live band but that suggestion had 
gone unheeded. He had no idea why Slash had picked to have a DJ instead of a band. Too much hard work? 
Couldn't be bothered with the drama of friends complaining when their band wasn't picked to play? Izzy didn't 
know and pretended not to care. Slash clutched a plastic cup, liquid spilling out and onto the already slippery 
dance floor. Izzy wrinkled his nose. The bastard was drunk. Again He sipped from the glass, bubbles going up his 


nose as Slash's voice echoed in his head. 


‘But you'll be 40 kz. The big 4-0. Thats a big fuckin' milestone. 40 years here in Planet Earth You've got to do 
something fo celebrate. Come on, lets have a party. Not any party, no. The party to end all parties." 


And here he was, hiding in a corner, drinking fizzy piss and nodding to the faceless celebrities who wished him 
a happy birthday. Izzy had decided he'd rather be somewhere, anywhere, else. He'd have preferred to be at 
home, watching a film, maybe with a few friends. He'd have preferred to have gone out for a quiet meal. He 


had not wanted this monstrosity. A monstrosity that seemed to be more of an excuse for Slash to get drunk 


than for him to celebrate the big 4-0. 

Izzy was fast getting bored, bored of watching these people get drunk and toast his name without even 
knowing he was in the room. He made an executive decision and decided that the time had come to make an 
escape. Dumping his glass with a passing waiter, Izzy swung his jacket over his shoulders and made a beeline 
for the exit. As usual, no-one noticed him slipping through the crowd. Except for one person. 


"Izz. lzzyl Hey fucker!" Izzy swung around to face the voice. 


Slash stood a few feet from him, cup still clutched in his hand, the other hand on his hip and a glare on his 
face that should have put Izzy six feet under. 


Izzy sighed. "What?" 
"Where the hell do you think you're going?" 
Raising his hands above his head, Izzy let out an exasperated sigh. 


"Home. I'm going home, okay?" He gestured back towards the noisy party. "This really isn't my scene and you 
know it. | didn't want a party, really | didn't. But we had to have one anyway." 


Swinging round he began to walk towards the double doors. Through them he could see the paparazzi stil 
hovering like vultures. Suddenly a hand landed on his shoulder and swung him around. Slash stared straight at 
him, eyes slightly bloodshot. 

"Why didn't you say so?" Despite the drunkenness, Slash looked hurt. 


"| did say so but you didn't listen" Izzy unwrapped Slash's fingers from his shoulder and pushed him away. 


He watched as Slash bit his lower lip, looking like a schoolboy who had been told off. Beneath the hair, Izzy 
watched his eyes grow big. 


Ah, thought Izzy. Here comes the wheedling and the pleading 


"But | have a surprise for you." Calloused fingers wrapped around Izzy's own, gently pulling. "Please come back 


in. | promise you'll love it.” 

"No." Izzy untangled his hand from Slash's and turned back towards the door. 
| went to a lot of fuckin’ trouble for you Izz" Ah, here came the guilt trip. 
Izzy swung back round, hand on hip. 


"Well, you can go back in there and fuckin’ enjoy all the trouble you went to." He glared at Slash. "I'm going 


home." 


Slash pouted and slowly walked up to him. Izzy stood stock still, watching as Slash tilted his head, his eyes 
peering through the curls. He stopped in front of Izzy, his lips still pouting. Izzy sighed. Hands reached out and 
cupped his face. Soft lips slid over his, teasing and pleading. There was going to be no getting out of it. No 
matter what, Slash would stand here in the cool lobby and plead and kiss until Izzy finally caved. It seemed 
easier to get it over and done with. Izzy sighed and let his forehead rest against Slash's, his hard exterior 
defeated. How could he not give into that? The sad expression on Slash's face changed into a gleeful grin. 


"Okay, okay. But it had better be quick" 
The smile beneath the hair widened and he found himself being dragged back into the party. 


Back in the hall, the music had stopped and people were drifting towards the food and free bar. Standing beside 
the door, Izzy found his attention drifting to the stage. Roadies were running back and forth, setting up 
equipment and trailing leads around. To one side of the stage the DJ was fiddling with something. Suddenly 


there was a click and the room fell into darkness. 


"Ladies and gentlemen,’ a deep voice boomed over the speakers. "For one night only, to celebrate Izzy Stradlin's 


fortieth birthday, please welcome to the stage THE ROLLING STONES AND DJ GILLY!" 


The crowd cheered and coloured lights flooded the stage. Standing in the pools of light were, in fact, the ageing 
members of The Rolling Stones. But a DJ? Why did they need a DJ with the Stones? 


Scowling, Izzy turned to look at Slash. Slash just beamed at him, hopping from one foot to the other like an 
excited child. 


"Watch!" he said, pointing excitedly at the stage. 


The catchy guitar riff of "Satisfaction" echoed through the room and the crowd let out another wild cheer. 
Slash was dancing around. Izzy just stood still, the scowl still firmly planted on his face. Whatever was about to 
happen, he didn't want to hear it. This was his favourite song and he had a feeling it was about it be ruined. 


Jagger swayed across the stage, moving in time to the music. Then it happened. The DJ dropped a sample over 
the song and Izzy's jaw hit the floor. This was it, "Satisfaction" was well and truly being ruined for him as the 
DJ did it again and again. Everyone else, Slash included, seemed to be enjoying it as an extra drum track was 


added, 


Then Mick opened his mouth and started singing. A corner of Izzy's twitched and he felt a smile start to curve 
his mouth. The odd combination of the Stones and a DJ was starting to get to him. Beats, breaks and vocals 
seemed to meld together and Izzy's foot began to tap. 


| can't get no, satisfaction," sang Mick, his hips swaying as another catchy sample was dropped in 
The song lulled for a moment and the crowd roared. 


"MORE! MORE! MORE!" they chanted in unison, hands waving. 


An odd sensation swept over Izzy, a pleasant sensation of reckless abandon. His shoulders jerked and suddenly 


his arms were in the air. 
"MORE! MORE! MORE!" He was shocked to find his voice joining in, demanding. 


The drumbeats kicked in and Izzy found himself going nuts with everyone else, singing along and dancing. Dancing 
was something he didn't do very often In his drunken days, he would have. But sober, sensible Izzy didn't dance, 
not even in the privacy of his own home. But damn, it felt good to be swaying in time to the music, arms in 


the air and singing along. 


Slash was suddenly in front of him, grinning like an idiot and laughing. A strong hand was held out to him and 
he took it, letting Slash pull him onto the dance floor. Izzy felt laughter escape from his mouth as he fell in 
with the crowd. 


Come on Izzy, he thought. Youre a recycled teenager for a night! Let yourself go! 
Breaking free from Slash, Izzy let himself go, swaying and stomping in time to the music. The re-mixed song 
carried on, driving everyone, Izzy included, wild. For a few moments, there was nothing but him, the Stones and 


the DJ. 


Finally, the song faded into nothing and Izzy looked around himself, almost shocked at finding himself in a 
roomful of people. Everyone was sweaty and happy, laughing and joking, the power of the music pulsating 


through their veins. The same feeling flowed through Izzy's blood. A wonderful, euphoric feeling, warm and 
excited. A happy laugh bubbled up from his throat, a laugh which quickly had him doubled over, a stitch 
forming beneath his ribs. It had been an odd fortieth birthday present but, like peanut butter and jelly, it 


seemed to have worked. 


An arm was suddenly around his waist and he turned to find Slash hugging him. The curly haired man was 
grinning. 


"So," Slash said, "what did you think?" 
"You're in so much fucking trouble tonight," Izzy laughed before planting a kiss on Slash's lips. 


~~~The End 


